1 told mother about Catherine. She had already heard—Uncle Jenkin
probably. And, as now appeared, she had been anxious. The affair was
conspicuous by now. Kitty had begun to fall off in her school studies. She
was being unmercifully teased by her school-fellows. Young people at the
church already took us for granted.
Cecil met her occasionally when she came to pick me up at the office.
He thought her a gay, charming youngster. She's awfully fond of me,
Cecil, I said.
'Well,' he said, 'so am I. So is your mother. So are your sisters. Maybe
others would be too, if you gave them a chance. I don't see that that gives
her any. special claim on you, does it? You don't know other girls at all,
Frank. What do you know about women by merely knowing Kitty?'
He- himself knew few girls. They were much older than I. Uninterest-
ing, I thought. He was such an attractive person I often wondered why he
didn't know more interesting ones.
'Why,' I said, 'does anyone have to know many if he finds himself at
home with one?'
'Did you ever kiss one—except her?1
'How do you know I've kissed her?7
I'm clairvoyant/ he said. 'Didn't you know?'
'No, but.. .'
Cecil interrupted me: 'Exactly, "but". You are going into this thing
heels over head. "At home with her." " At home"] he repeated excitedly.
'Yes, that's what I was afraid of. Don't you know she's a child? You*re a
child? Before you can construct any family life worth having you must
know what women are?'
'So you mean I have to Mss and take women, to study women before I
know what I want? Is that what you are driving at? I can understand how
a man might kiss a girl in a kind of game. But—how can a man take a girl
he doesn't love and doesn't want to live with?'
He looked out of the office window, his gentle face drooped—didn't
answer.
'Cecil, what is it? What's the matter, old man? I want to know.'
'No use. Why talk? No one ever listened in this world—in these
matters.' Bitterly: 'No, not since time began. I see where you are going.
And your best friend can't stop you, nor can anyone.'
He was so earnest and really sad, I tried to understand the 'danger'. I
sat trying to imagine and couldn't. It all seemed beautifully right to me
not to have experimented, lucky to have found the one I wanted, who
wanted me, without all that wiseacre evil-thinking.
I felt sorry for Cecil. He didn't know; of course he didn't. Poor fellow.
Look at the women he knew compared to the glowing Catherine. She was
more of a woman than he thought, too. No child at all. Really a very
sensible girL She wanted me to save money and had offered to take care of
it for me and was doing it to some extent. And she was sensible and careful
about things, whereas—well—in that way I wasn't there at all, as any-
body could see.
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